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t. The morning is charming, all nature is . 
2. The echoing horn calls the ſpuriſman abread. 4 | 
3. The bunt fand began to ſound the thrill horn. : | 
4. Hark, hark! the joy s inſpiring born, 22 
5. Do you hear, brother Fp n,. the ſound ol 13 
| the horn. = ; eee 5 4 


6. When Fhebus the tops of the hills do dom. wv 
7. There was three jovial Welchmen, * 1 
8. Away to the copſe, to the copſe lead ah. 1 
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Songs; Penny Hiſtories, &c. Wholeſale and 
Retale. Likewiſe the True Otiginal Nafty's | 
Elixir, Bate man's Drops, Scotch Pils, and all 
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V ry IR morning is a. all nature is gay, 8 
1 W: Away my brave boys, to your, horſes away, 
+ Fo the prime 9 of our pleaſure is in queſt of the hare, *s 
We have not ſo much as a moment to ſpare. - {© - 
"Hark I the lively ton'd horn bow melodious it 
A TIONS. founds, 5 5 LOS 
I >To the muſical ſong of the merry mourl's 1 


3 3 I "hounds. | | 
Im yon ſtobble field we. ſhall FI ho 8 3 $51 


„ e cries the huntſman: hark to him! oho! 


See where the goes, and the hounds have à view, 
Sach. harmony Handel himſelf never knew. 


ay 


1 * . 3 hedges, and ditches, ts us are no bounds, 
2 * the world is our own while we fellow the I 
1 * ; Hounds. - = / . , if 


Hoi hold, 'tis a double! barb! ' bey, bowler ew | 
"If a thouſand gainſay it, a rbouſand ſhalt ye; 
His beauty ſurpaſſing, bis truth has been t try d, „ 
At the hend of the pack an inf al, ibi guide. 
. . Al his cry the Me weikih with thunder reſounds 
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| May they rule their own paſſions 3, ANG ever 105 at reſtʒ i 
As the happieſt of men, be they allo the beſt; 3 


| 5 e Bom calls the ſportſinen abs 
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Ger lieb ae 8 and woodlands „ 


Our horſes full ſpeed, an our pode in fall cry, - 9 
So match in their mouths, and ſo even they run, i 
Like the courſe of the ſpheres, or the race of the ſan! 


' Health, joy and 8 Beth, dance in their rounds, 
And bleſs. the gay circle of bunters and hounds. 


The old hounds puſh forward, a very ſure Nn 
The hare, tho' a ſtout one. begins to decline: l 
A chace of fivo hours or more ſhe has led: -.. 
- She? s down! look about ye} they have her mne 8 dead! 1 

Ho glorious a death! to be honour'd wi 
ſonnds = 
Of horns and a hour, to this: chorus of Bound 1 

ken s a health to all hunters, and long be cheir 2 
lives, Is 1 
Nay thiy never be croſs a by their Forectheatts or! 7 

- WIVES, | 4J 


And free from the care which many ſurrounds] |. 4 
Be! pp at laſt M hen Tx lee no more rene 8 


To horſe, my brave boys, and away,z * = ,- 2 
' The morning is up, and the ety of the hounds, 4 1 
Upbraids our too te:tious delay. | _ 
V bar pleaſure we find in purſuing the for, 
Ober hill and o'er valley he flies; n 
Tben follow, we'll ſoon overtake him: huzza! 
1 he traitor” 1 ſeized on, and dic "IIS 
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* torn at ke Ah our ſoil, 
Like bacchavals fportive and gay, - 
= How: ſweet with a bottle and laſs to refreſh, 4 7 0 
And loſe the fatigues of the day. EY 
3 * 1th ſport, love, and wine, fickle fortune dey: . 
Dall wiſdom al! happineſs ours: | 
5 bee Ife is no m re than a palſige at beſt, 
Let us ſtrew the way oer oy flowers, | 
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PHE. a s began to ſound dhe brill horn, 
"Come quickly unkennel your hounds, 
Ti is a beautiful, gkttering, golden-ey'd morn, 

ell chace the fox over the grounds. 


| . fits Reynard, ſo crafty and My," 
Come ſaddle your courſers apace, 
The hounds have a ſcent, and are all in full cry, 4 
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* They long to be giving him chace. 


* The huntſtnen are mounted, the ſteed feels be pur, 
And nimbly they ſcour it along; 

rapid: after the fox runs each muſical cur, 

Foo, follow, my boys, is the ſong. 


0 er mbuntains and vallies we ſkim it aways”. 
Now Reynord's almoſt out of fight; 

+ Bur, None than loole him we'll 2 the whole ? 
| day, 


10 3 8 for that” 5 Our delight. Fo I 


55 eager purſuing. we'll have him at laſt, 
He's ſo tired, poor rogue, down he — 
Nos ſtarts vp afieſh; young Snap' has him faſt, 
| He dam ler, 1 3 and ee Ik 
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ARK, hark! the joy inſpiring e 5 
Salutes the early. rifing mörn, © 3 88 
And echoes through the dale; 3 
ith clamouring peals the hills reſound; > -* 
The hounds, quick ſcented, ſcour the grounds 
And ſnuff the fragrant gale. > 
No gates nor hedges can impede, 8 by 
he briſk high-mettled ſtarting Reel, 

Ihe jovial pack prirſuſe, e 
Like lighe' ning darting o'er the plains 
The diſtant hills with ſpeed he gains, 
And ſees the game in view. 25 
Her path the timid hare forſa kes 
lad to the copſe ſor ſhelter, maae 
- There pants awhile for breathe: SCT2 
But now the noiſe alarms her W 

er. haunts deſcry'd, her fate is near, 
She ſees approaching death. n 
jrected by the well known bree, 

he dogs the trembling victim ſeize, e 
— dhe faints, ſhe falls, ſhe dies: 1415 arty #28 
he diſtant courſers now come inn, 
hd: j 3 the loud triumphant din, . 

N TM echo rends the {kies, 


$0. . 75 
0 you bear, brother perlen. ho found TY 
the Fern; 

[aud yet the Tweet pleaſures declive; „ $ 


Jer ſhame, rouſe your ſenſes, and e er it is pw 
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N \No pleaſure on drt greater ta ppineis. Yields, 
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Et: _ June dies, . Fa: e als 


* ſee bow again he rears up his Ry | 
And winged \ with fear he edoubles bis f Keel 2 | 


That hiseyesloſc the hunters, his ears loſe their crit 
But now his ſtrength foils. he ey fies, . 


8 er * kills 84 o'er: alte Ty $ ; IG” 
See the traitor he rallies,” ' N 1 
vw hile flzetly our, briſk COU rſers fly; TI 
See the hounds In full cry, 55 : T 
Over hedges all fly, ian . 
Cbaſigg he Twift hare ill ſhe dies.” . 


- Then ſaddle your ſteeds,, to the meadows and fie! E 
Al willing: all 7 wor r | 
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Tha TE chaſing tlie 0x Or. che hard: 


Fot ſuch comfort, my friends, 5 I 
On the Horitinan attends, „„ 

No Pleaſtre Aike hunting. i is. ound Sb 
"Md yhen the day's © hs - £4 i 
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Next 1 morning we Turn apt ze grouncd. 
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Th 

THEN Pheebus the tops of ch hills do ort 5 

Hou ſweet is che ſound of the echoing horn Hi 

| When the antling ſtag is rous'd by” the ſound, | 

Erecting his ears nimbiy ſuteps S 'er the ground, 00 

And thinks he*has "57 us behi d on the plain; | 

- But ſull we purſe and now. comic in view-of th Co 
- x gloflous game. 
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But ah tis in vain ! 'tis in vain that h& flies: u: 


Aud he, pants, ill with 'well-ſeented heunds f1 
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s O N VI. 3 

Arx E was three joviel BY emen, R 

They would go hunt the fox; D 

T hey {wore they ſaw old Reynard, | A 
Run over yonder rocks, 2 % ee 
Chorus. W ith a hoop, hoop, come along brive vans. + 

This as brave e news, the buntſinan eri es, 
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ds With my twivy, twivy twins, .. 
Over the downs we'll ride, braye boys, - 
ö Ober the downs we'll ride. | 
The fir we eſpy'd wat a woman F 
Coming of her lockkaꝛõ r 


« She f fwore ſhe faw old Reynard | 
Among her geeſe and dueks. With, &c, 


IThe next we eſiy*d was a mi! ler, n 

e vas all in his mil; e 
Je ſwore he ſaw old Reynard, — 
- Run over yonder bill. - Wich, cee. '\.- > _ 
© UThe next we eſpy'd was a . ſhephetd; 5G e 128, 2 
on A watching of his lambs: ; i 9 
Ora He ſwore he ſaw old Reyrerd, ee 1. .% 
ho could hardly go or ai With, &. | 

> fold Reynard being wet and we Cary, SH I RY 
5 . He ſcarce could er Rand, 7 — 
Mcomes boldly to the Ribe RR 
Ta be at their comm ane. 2 
With a hoop, hoop, come follow, brave boys, | { 
This is good news the. hu tan Cries, 1». 
fs Iv; h my twiwvy, twivy twig, ==" * 2". 
era 85 poor Reynand dies brave boys. SN bs” 1 
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"A to the zopls. to the oth lead away, 
And now my boys throw off your. hounds'; . 

6 warrant old Reynard he'lH he w us ſome play, 

See vonder he ſkulks throagh the grounds. 


Then 9 0's your briſk. courſers and ſmoke / em m 
8 pL 2 I. 
Tis a delicate ſcent wing o 
What concert is equal to thoſe of the woods, 
Betwixt echo, the hounds, and the horn. 


Each earth ſee he tries at he tries at in vain, Sf] 
The cover no ſafer can find, | 

o he breaks it, he breaks it and ſeours amaing 
And leaves us at diſtance behind. 2 


0 er rocks, and o'er rivers, and hedges we . 
All hazard and danger we ſcorn 

Stout Reynard we'll follow until that he die, 

Cheer up the good dogs with the horn. 

And now he ſcarce creeps thro the dale, 
All parch'd from his mouth hangs bis tongue, 

- His ſpeed can no longer, no longer N 77.3 


5 I I Nor his life can his cunning prong ; OY 


From our ſtaunch and fleet ent was in yain tha 
he fled, | N 

See bis bruſh falls bemired Ho TERS es thts 
* The farmers with plesſure behold; him lie dead, 


